FRANCIS    BURROWS

Like blessings, from the upper deep ;
To foes a poisoned tree that mars

Men's lives thereunder laid asleep.
Where does it blossom now, 0 where ?

He lives, is living everywhere,
Where human hearts are, he is there.
To friends a soul of certainty

That love though lost is more than none.
To foes an inability

To say, " We shew him, we alone,
His soul is here, we slew him here."

THE UNFORGOTTEN
THERE is a cave beneath the throne of grace
Where these have honoured and remembered
place;
Strong hairy men, huge-jawed, with wiry limbs,
Half hid in mist, the heroes of old times.
They He among the pots and flints and beads
Their friends once buried with them as the needs
Of the after-life, to hunt with and to slay with,
And flay and cook, or in repose to play with.
Here he who shaped the flint and bound to axe
And arrow first; who made the thread of flax
And hemp to weave ; and he who to the plough
Harnessed and tamed the bull and milked the
cow;
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